176 was poor, you remember?" He laughed. Then he sat
down, drawing his chair up closer. "Listen," he said,
leaning over in confidential style, "George knows every-
body. You don't need any money—you are my guest.
We'll stay just a few minutes—it's right near here."
"But it's late now," I said, "she may be asleep." He
laughed "Besides," I continued, "I told you I was tired.
Thursday a week will be fine for me—about ten o'clock."
George now dove into his bside pocket and brought out
a packet of letters and a dirty, crumpled passport. He
opened the passport and showed me his photograph, his
name, where he was born, etc* I nodded my head. "That's
you, George, no?" I said innocently. He tried to pull his
chair still closer. "I am an English citizen, you see? I
know all the consuls, all the ministers. I will speak to Mr.
MacVeagh for you. He will give you the money to go
home. He's a very good man." Here he dropped his voice.
"You like boys—young boys?" I said I did, sometimes,
if they behaved themselves. He laughed again. He knew
a place where there were very beautiful boys, very young
too. I thought that was very interesting—were they
friends of his, I wanted to know. He ignored the ques-
tion and, dropping his voice, he inquired discreetly if I
had enough to pay for the coffee and pastry. I said I had
enough to pay for my own share. "You pay for George
top?" he said, smiling slyly. I said No flatly. He looked
surprised—not injured or aggrieved, but genuinely as-
tounded. I called the waiter oveir and paid for my check.
I got up and started to walk out. I went down the stairs,
In a moment—he had been whispering to the waiter—he
followed me to the street. "Well," I said, "it was a pleas-
ant evening. I'll say good-night now." "Don't go yet,"
he urged, "just two more minutes. She lives right across
the street" *WAo?" I asked innocently, "My friend."
"Oh," I said, "that's very convenient. Next Thursday a

